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Love Bites 


Author's Notes: 
My first fic ön Def Leppard sessién! Be nice tö meeeellll 


Stephen Maynard Clark, or as many knew, Steve "Steamin Clark, was both a hero and a victim. He saved so 
many from boredom and vain lives by inspiring us all with his music, lyrics, melodies, harmonies..passion and 
love for what he couldn't help but choose for his life. However, a great light creates an even greater shadow. 
He fell on the temptations of drugs, trying to drown his past, but ended up suffocating his brilliant future in 


codein, valium, morphin and alcohol. 


Its been more than 21 years that he left us. Some could get his missing healed by time..some couldn't. The 
worst of this last case was Philip Kenneth Collen, his friend, brother from other mother and partner. 


Even being married, or Steve being replaced by Vivian on the guitars, he couldn't leave him behind. He means 
the world to him and his love is professed by a picture of them both, in a tiny portrait that lies on the 
counter beside his bed. Ever since that fatidical morning, 8th of January, 1991, Phil has the worst nightmares 


and sad moments every time he remembers that he wasn't able to save the one he loved the most. 


One night, Love Bites was stuck in his head and he put Hysteria in the record player. He was alone and his wife 
would get home just after midnight, so he could shed all the tears he was able in the honour of his beloved 
one. Just as the last track was played, with him being sleepy and tired of crying, he saw a blonde vult. 


"Finally, huh, Phill | was beginning to think that you wouldn't notice!" That familiar voice. 
"S..Steve...?" 


"Are ya up to a lil trip? C'mon, mate! Just take my hand" That humanoid figure offered his hand. The ring was 
still there. Phil was almost drifting off to slumber, but his heart shouted in hysteria. 


As their hands connected, a light flashed into the older man's eyes and in the blink of an eye, it all became 
clear. His body left on the floor, depression depicted, and in front of him, the angelical image of his dearest, 
with those long and messed blonde locks, slender frame and the brightest smile ever seen 


"Hello, Philip! Long time since YOU haven't seen me, right?" Steve said, in a joke. He was exactly like he had last 
seen him, but he was radiant and the air around him was light. He couldn't believe what his eyes were gazing 


at. 


He just threw himself in Steve's arms. Same scent, sensation.everything. Ethereal tears rolled down from his 
eyes, and the dead man was in no different state. Def Leppard's terror twins were back together, at least once 


more. 


"Steve! | miss you so much! Every day is damned without listening to your sweet voice, or feeling your 


touch..without you. Why did you do that?! | love you so much!" Phil broke the crack of his feelings. 


"Phil, I've waited for this moment since my arrival at this ‘other side’. | regret everything that I've done to my 
body..except our love treats..and | sweared that | would take care of you, that's why you felt my presence at 
the studio many times. Oh, Phil, I've waited so much just to say I'm sorry and that | love you more than 
everything!" Steve was crying, Too. 


Their eyes met. Blue to blue, tears to tears, love to love. The taller man cupped his cheek and carressed it. 
The so longed touch, but it didn't stop there. Soon the long-haired man approached slightly and the smaller 
one's hands found their way to the tresses, pulling his head closer. The so missed kiss, the purest and 
sweetest one can imagine. Phil took a quick glance at the mirror near them, and the image was faded, but real 


similar to their famous kiss photograph, even the young selves. 
"When you make love, do you look in the mirror?" Steve joked. This made his lover's mind blow. The exact song.. 
"Who do you think of?" 


"| think of a tall and blonde lad." Phil joked, too. 


"Does he look like me?" 

"Pretty much!" He laughed. 

"Do you tell lies, saying that its forever?" Steve pointed to his sleepy body. 

| try to keep the faith that we'll unite once more, but it seems like forever." He confessed. 

So..are you wild and willing or is it just for show?" Steve caressed his arms. 

‘Just for show. My life has never been the same since you've been gone." More confessions. 

The pair went to the veranda. What a starry night it was! As if the Crew Above was preparing for this 
moment to be perfect. Phil laid his hands in his chest, climbing up for another kiss, that wasn't denied. Heat 
was growing between them, with their hands meeting all those already discovered places, but so missed. 
| don't want to touch you too much baby." Steve broke the kiss, panting. 

"Why? It's been 27 years." Phil ran his through his shoulders. 

“Cause making love to you might drive..sorry..US crazy." He looked down. 

"Your absense drove me crazy." 


"| know you think that love is the way .. we made it" 


"You know | was faithful to you. My heart is still yours." He clinged to his neck as if he was hanging off a cliff 


and his survivor depended on him. 


"And mine is yours, and | don't wanna be there when you decide to break it." He grabbed his left hand and 


pointed at both rings: theirs and his current marriage. Sadness in his eyes as he showed it. 
"LOVE LIVES!" Phil removed his wife's ring and throws it somewhere. 

‘Love dies!" Steve pointed to his arm's syringe marks. 

"Like that, you'll bring me down my knees!" 

"Love begs, and l'd do anything for you, if only | could" 


"But this love pleads!" Phil was on his knees, crying. 


"No surprise, that love would do it" Steve did the same, whiping his tears and pulling him closer. 

"I's what | needed. You." Both muttered. 

In another wink of eyes, the free spirits go to the garden right near. They sat in a bench, ornated with roses, 
the flowers that made him remember of his dead friend. Phil was liking the new version of their song, so he 
kept on 

"When I'm with you, are you somewhere else? Or are you right there, beside me?" 

lm always right here." He rested his hand on his shoulder, then resting his head. Oh, how they used to be just 
like this, sitting still the whole afternoon, enjoying themselves. "Am | getting through or do you please yourself? 


Your depression and you." 


"| always listened to somewhat of a wise lil! voice inside my head, who tells me to keep on." A certain weight 


appeared in his voice. 
"Tell me, hun, what troubles you?" 


"When | wake up, will you walk out?" Phil was so lost with all this matter. It seemed as if he was his guardian 


angel. 


"It can't be love if | throw it about like that. And | told ya | love you." Steve told as if it was the simplest thing 
on Earth. 


"Can we visit one more place?" Steve asked. 
"Why not?!" 


Next blink, they were in the middle of Sheffield Stadium. No one but two wandering souls and lights on them, 
they didn't know why. 


"Okay, | can't hold on anymore! | can't hold myself! | need to touch you, baby, or this will drive me crazy!" 
Steve knocked his lover to the grass of the field, lying on top of him and kissing like there was no tomorrow. 


"Our love is the way we make it, and | don't want to be aware when all of this breaks." Phil managed to say 
between the kisses. 


And they made love in the football field. It was their city, their hobby, the goal concerning the crowd..and now 
their love nest. The stars were there as candles lightening their "date", as they got drunk in each other's 


mouth wine and ate the happiness of being each other's again. 


Phil was worn out. It'd been a long time since he felt so complete. Steve carried him bridal style in a 


“particular flight", seeing their hometown from above, but a plane wouldn't dare to be so close to the ground, 


or so caring as him. 

Back in Phil's bedroom, the sun was daring to shine, announcing a new day. However, he still had one wish. 
"Steve, can | see how would you be nowaday? Aged." He said, looking down. 

When he looked up, the blond locks were now grayish and of a creamy colour, his skin was even paler and his 
frame was as thin as ever. Wrinkles near his eyes, result of a constant smile that, even yellowish due to 


cigarrette and black tea, was still the purest. The eyes were now of a baby blue tone, and were shedding tears. 


Phil stood his hand to whipe his tears and noticed his hand wrinkled, too. Their hands connected, cold and old, 
and they looked in that same mirror. 


"Two ol' farts in love. Hehe." Phil said. 


‘I'm sorry, from preventing this to happen" Steve turned to face him. "I'll always love you and I'll always be by 


your side." 

"Wait for me on the other side, okay? It won't be that long till we can be together forever." 

They held eah other one more time as they bid farewell, sun rising behind them. 

And then Phil woke up, left on the ground, with Hysteria cover in hands. He remembered everything, but was 
that just a dream? Was just his mind fooling him? He was puzzled by all these events, so he decided to finally 


go to bed, instead of living room floor. 


Right on his counter, near the ol pic of them together, there was a letter. He opened it and began to cry. It 
had their photgraph as old men, holding hand..the exact image of the mirror and a handwritten note: 


If you've got love in your sights 
Watch out, love bites 


Yes it does, it will be „Heaven. 


Your lil angel 


Steve. 


